TO     MALAGA
that nobody could say a word to them. They were accom-
panied by two priests who passed their time in another
part of the vessel and whose only contact or control of those
boys was once a day for an hour to make them rehearse a
hymn of adoration to the dictator of the land we are
approaching. ... I was astonished to discover how
American I had become when I found hot indignation
filling me at the thought that American boys should be
taught to sing hymns of adoration to a foreign dictator
. . . and should be exposed to such corruption. Because it
was a scandal.
§
So here I sit in this Jewish Heaven—a large, grey, empty
cavern whose only occupants are two very old, bearded
rabbis disputing in whispers in the shaft of strong light
falling from a scupper on the other side of the ship . . .
disputing over the colons and full stops of the Thorah
, . . and hastening to lay their aged bones somewhere
within a mile or so of the Wall of Weeping. . . .
In the end it is they who are responsible for the few
glimmers of civilization that here and there gleam weakly
in our comity of nations. It would probably be too much
to concede the claim that my young friends set up . . . that
Christendom exists because an old rabbi in a shawl, like
those two old fellows over there, disputed so long over the
law that he arrived at the conclusion that mankind will
not be saved until every man of it is convinced that he
must bestow as much affection upon his neighbour as upon
himself. . . . Yet that piece of illumination that came to
the Rabbi Hillel two thousand years ago remains the only
glimmer of light in the darkness that surrounds humanity
. . . surrounds Christendom. Nothing else but the complete
adoption of that maxim can save us.
I'm not writing as a Christian . . . not, I mean, trying
to convert anybody. Fm not even writing as an altruist.
I don't much care what happens to the world if only I can
get off this floating hell and live to get to my garden and
plant a row of peas and see their greea heads push through

